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ered, is used to rough methods. I was obliged to con-
vince him that they were useless on this particular
occasion. One thing struck me as being rather cu-
rious. When he had quietened down and was con-
vinced that he had nothing to gain by hanging
around, he only asked for one favour before he took
his leave/'

"Yes?"

"He begged me not to say a word to Spenser of his

visit/*

"That seems quaint," she admitted. "I remember
now, though, that it was Mr. Spenser who sent him
here and persuaded Aunt Harriet to let him have a
bungalow. Tell me, David, what do you think about
Pooralli?"
"He is a mystery. All of his race are the same. Is he
honest? I do not know. On the other hand, I have
had some experience of his type and I have never
known one of them who was not faithful. He may be
making up his mind to sell his services to the highest
bidder, but, after all, you must remember, there is a
terrible lot of surmise about all this. I admit the
Manoir fascinates me, because I would never have
believed that such a collection of herbs existed, but I
sometimes wonder whether you had not better leave
the winding up of the whole place to Clunderson,
come off with me, get married somewhere quietly
and take a honeymoon trip round the world."
"But I don't know whether I want to go for a
honeymoon trip round the world with you," she ob-
jected. "I'm not at all sure that I know you well
enough,"